WRITERS   OF   OUR   OWN TIME

FROM   THE   GREAT   DRAMA:   "SAINT  JOAN"               Stage Photo Co.

In this photograph we can study a scene from George Bernard Shaw's beautiful drama, " Saint

Joan."    The drama has as its central character Joan of Arc.    The left-hand figure above is the

chaplain, John de Stogumber.     In the centre comes Cauchon.  Bishop of Beauvais.     On the

right is the Earl of "Warwick, Governor of Rouen when Joan was burned at the stake.

SOMEONE has described George
Bernard Shaw [born 1856] as " a
modern Don Quixote who must
be a-tilting." It is true that the Irish
blood in this brilliant wit has made him
a fighter, but he is more than the cynic
and the jester. Perhaps he represents
cold intellectualism as opposed to senti-
ment in life. He is certainly out to
destroy romance, from a conviction
that it is closely allied to the shams of
this world and is hindering moral pro-
gress.

Bernard Shaw and the Stage.

All his keen critical and artistic
powers are used in propaganda work;
he feels that the stage should be able
to uplift the people, and hopes to use
it to bring about a reformation in our
social system.

His dialogue is clever, original and
witty; the plays make better reading
perhaps than drama, for his plots are
less important than his theories. The

men in them are definitely useful types,
and his women only are allowed to be
individuals ; indeed, the stage is merely
a platform for the author.
In an early play, " Widowers1
Houses," he tackles the slum question.
" I do not love the poor, but I hate
poverty."
Back to Methuselah.
The " Devil's Disciple " teaches that
soul alone can produce noble action,
while " Captain Brassbound's Conver-
sion " shows the uselessness of revenge.
" Back to Methuselah " is too long for
acting, but intensely interesting to read
as the drama of life itself.
In " Saint Joan " there is perhaps less
of Shaw himself ; history has tied him
down to facts. He allows very little
of the real romance of her story to
inspire his Joan of Arc ; she is robbed
of personal magnetism, yet the play is
a masterpiece. Here Shaw has no axe
to grind, but has written a beautiful